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moment that we had touched the shore, a
Greek, addressing me in Italian, informed me
that he was willing to place his services at my
disposal as Cicerone, and that he would conduct
me without delay to an excellent house, where
I should find everything that a traveller can
desire. Accordingly I surrendered myself and
my luggage to his discretion, and bade him lead
the-way. For a considerable time I followed
him up a steep and winding ascent; then at last
stopped to rub my eyes and ask " What is
become of the magnificent city on which I gazed
just now \" The hero of an eastern tale sud-
denly deserted by the Genius or Fairy who has
built up Ms enchanted palace, and on whose
departure it melts again into the air, does not
gaze around him with more dismay than the
traveller who exchanges, for the first time, the
view of Constantinople from the sea for the
spectacle which meets his eye as he wanders
through it. The streets are narrow, hilly, and
dirty, besides being so rough and ill-paved that
it is with difficulty that one walks along them.